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«! THE RETURN OF LILLYWHITE o

OM AMERY sat in ecstatlc con-
T tentment on the rustie, ram-
. bler-shaded seat In the garden

of Clematis Cottage.
The sun had set In a rlot of red
“over the sinoke-wreathed roofs of the
transpoutine shipping town, leaving
in its twilit wake tho silvern eyenlug-
star; fllmy wisps of haze settled on
the river below; the refitting yards
on the opposite bank bhad sunk to
sllence; far down the river the bright,
bluish lights of the decks sprank into
being like magle stars

There were other reasons for
Tom's contentment. While the
nightingale in*the ellver birches on
the slope below throbbed out bars
of llquid song his right arm was
round the slim waist of the almost
girlish widow to whom Clematis Cot-
tage belonged.

For the second tlme in Ler short
life Winnie Lillywhite had consented
to yleld her freedom Into the hands
of a man. The banns had bech “put
up” and duly called; the marriage
was to take place in two days from
now.

Winnie's first husband, Percy Lilly-
white, had bhad the double misfortune
to be an fovertebrate ship's steward,
and to possess an hereditary thirst.
In the words of an old couplet:

“He lived on water whilst at sea;
On land he never touched it!”

When the news had come, four
years age, that alter leaving his ship
Percy had L2en killed in a railway
accident near Melbourne, sha had
dutifully mourned him, bought
Clematis Cottage In the semi-rural
suburb of Perlelgh, and settled down
to a second spinsterhood—until Tom
came.

When the falling dew and Increas-
ing chill cried cease to the heavenly
lovers' meeting, Tom Amery did not
enter the house, but escorted by his
financee through the rose-arched
alley, passed out of the white wicket
into the road. With the closed gate
between themn their farewells took
long in the saying-

Clumsy steps came down the road
from the direction of the bridge. It
was Jim Bowden, the shoemaker,
golng home after a brief visit to the
Honest Lawyer to have his evening
plat of beer. Percelving Towm In the
road, with a glint of white within
the front garden, he bade u gulet
good-night and went on his way.

Sprinting uwlong the turfy path,
Tom caught up the man of last and

" leather at the Triangle—the patch of
green that is all that remalns of
Perlelgh Common.

“Well, old chap!” was Jim's greet
ing, as he turned round in the grow-
log darkness, “when's the weddin’
comin’ off?"”

“Saturday, of course!” replied Tom
shortly. "“No secret, is 1t?"

“There's many a slip 'twixt cup and
lp,"” sald Jim mysteriously. "l ain't
no prophet, but I shouldn't mind
bettin' on a slip.”

“What in thunder do you mean?"
demanded Tom between indignation

rand scorn. “What's to prevent?
You any objection to make?”

The shoemaker chuckled audibly;
Tom could have throttled him,

“Perhaps you don't know it,"” went

on Jim, "“but—Lillywhite's come
home!"
“No!" shouted the bridegroom,

““That’'s a devilish joke to make,
Jim."”

“Lillywhite’s come back,
you,” reiterated Jim Bowden.
miseus ain't no widow,
than mipe {s."

“Rot!"” replled Tom Amery. “Why,
she had authentic news of hls being
killed on the line!" T

“l know she did,” retorted the
other with an unseen grin. “Brought
her a nice little bit of the ready.
didn't it? Pretty little cottage for
‘Ilm to come back to. No place like
‘ome, after all!"

"Dry up, will you!" cried Tom,
gripping Jim’s arm threzteningly.
“'Twill be the death of Winnie It
she hears such a rumor, although
it's an infernal lie."
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prepare her for it,” counselled Jim,
“for 1 see Perce Lillywhite myself,
‘all an hour ago. He's puttin' up at
the Honest Lawyer, an' | heard ‘im
arst the landlord where a certain
Mrs. Lillywhite was a lvin’ what
come out of town."

When he had seen Bowden sufe in
his shop, TomrAmery, sick at heart,
made his way buck to the inn. He
bad never known Percy Lillywhite
in the flesh, but many a tme had he
glared surrepitiously at his portrait
In the embossed silver frame that
stood like a sacred icon on the top
of Winnie's plano.

Tom went in at the slde door of the
Honest Lawyer, and on iuto the pri-
vate room, which he wus relleved to
find empty. Winterbank, the land.
lord, gave Tom a queer look as he
took his order for a small Bass
through a hatch in the wall, but sald
nothing.

In the silence Tom's hopes that Jim
Bowden had been foollng him re-
vived; he sipped his drink in hopeful
meditation.

He had been sitting thus for a
gpace of flve minutes when the inner
door opened. A man In checks, evl-
-dently a guest of the Inn, came in,
gave an order through the hole in
the wall for a glass of ginger ale, and
took a meal at another table, but
faclng Tom, at whom he looked as
though willing to open a conver-
sation, In the way of the returned
wanderer.

But Tom sat In a petrified silence:
for, by the portralt on Winnie's plano
at Clematis Cottage, he recognized
the stranger as Percy Lillywhite. He
was ‘browner perhaps, and had a
¢lose-clipped beard, but there was no
mistaking his face and lines in
general.

The two rivals sat thus for some
time; the stranger remarked about
the weather, then mentioned that he
had lived in Australia for some years
and had come home to see someone
living hereabouts.

This was bad news. Tom had al-
ways felt a contempt for the Percy

of drunken memory; but Percy alive
and apparently of sober bhabits was
another mattet,

“Apy one I'm acquainted with, 1
wonder!” he ventured. °

“A lady ot the name Lillywhite—
Mra. Winifrea Lillywhite,” sald the
returned prodigal

“And who the devil may you be?"
demanded Tom unnecessarily, in his
wrath.

The amused twinkle in the other's
eyes did not allay Tom's irriattion.

“My name’'s Lillywhite, too,” he

saild. “l'm her—her nearest velative,
though I'm not so sure she wants
to e me.”

The two antagonists looked into
each other's eyes tor a tense wwo-
ment. %

“Good God!” exclaimed Tom, hold-
ing blmself in., "So you've come
back to torture herl And we thought
you croaked and cremated these four
years.” ;

“I'm able to deny that!"™ sald Lilly-
white with a grin.

“And she drew your club money
and insurance!” sald-Tom.

“Good girl!” retorted the unwael
come stranger.

“You're legally dead,” pursued
Tom, “and you'll be liable to prose-
cutlon for fraud If you show up!”

“You don’t say so!" returned Lilly-
white. “That's how she came by
that cunning little cottage, |
shouldn't wonder.”

“You must go back to Australia,”
gald Tom.

“Sea travel costs-cash!” objected
Lillywhite glumly.

““Work your way out, like you dld
before,” suggested Tom.

“You seem to know all about me!”
sald the ex-steward caustically.
“What's your name, may 1 ask?"

"My name's Amery—Tom Amery;
I'm a coppersmith by trade!”

“Then you're the happy bride-
groom! Congratulations!' sald Lilly.
white, with what sounded to Tom
like a mocking laugh, as he held out
his hand.

-

“You'll be the death of Winnie if
you claim her mow!"” he said, “You'
know the hell it was when you were
—alivel” .

“I've no doubt she suflered, poor
little nipper"—Lill; white picked his
teetn thoughtfully with a quill. *“But
who said I Intended to claim her?”

“What else 're you here for?”
asked Tom; then, lowering his
volece, sald, “You must skip—aee!”

“l came to England w0 see her, ot
course,” sald Lillywhite. “It's just
a lttle money matter, and I'll be
gone."

“She can’t be worried with it!” in.
¢isted Tom Amery, frantically, “Look
here, Lillywhite; I'm not a rich man,
but 1'll give you a hundred pounds
down it you don’t clalm Winnia as
your wife and If you leave England
by the next mail steawer.. I'll see
you have another hundred when I'm
Bure you're out there.”

Lillywhite looked Tom In the eyes
for thirty seconds before he spoke.

“Done,” sald he then, slapping his
knee. “You shall have a clear fleld
—marry the poor girl and wake
her happy! I'll never call at Clematia
Cottage until I'm Invited.

He held out his hand again, and
the two men shook.

It was nearly closing time when
Lillywhite accompanied Tom Amery
howe and was asked luside to walt
for the money promised,

As he sat taking stock of the little
front parlor, with his neatly piled
books .and numerous trophies of the
traveller—for Tom had been a cop-
persmith in the Navy betore settling
on land—the brldegroom rummaged
in his treasure chest overhead. At
last he came down, repeated the
terms of the bargaln, thrust a sheat
of notes into the ne'er-do-weal's hand,
and, bidding him a curt farewell, let
him out of the front door into the
moonlit highway.

Early next morning, Tom found
out, Lillywhita ghook the dust of the
Honest Lawyer from his feet, so far
fulllng his part of the contract; but

whether he had gone clear away, or
was lingering, in the throes of a long-
deferred debauch, in the lower part
of the shipping tow® across tha river,
Tom had uncomfortable doubts.

The rumors let loose by Jim
Bowden were digeredited—Tom took
good care ol that—and the morning
of the wedding arrived, sunny and
full of good omen.

Perleigh Parish Church is a small,
siple, whitened-out fabrie, with
tombs and brasses dating from the
17th. century. The vestry in the
southeasi corner i{s not big enough
to swing a cat in—should the Viecar
ever find such a recreation desirable
—a3 Tom ruminated while that
reverend gentleman opened the safe
and withdrew thle duplicate reglsters
that were so rarely used A sprink-
ling of neighbors and friends formed
a meugre congregatlon in the body of
the church,

The bridegroom, spick and span in
his smooth black Sunday sult, had
truly stated his name and all the
particulars required by law; then
Winnie, a child she looked in filmy
white, gave her name, her age (it
was only twenty-five), and was on
the point of describing her condition
as widow, when the sound of the iron
latch on the west door being lifted
echoed through the church. -

Winnie, standing near the curtained
entrance from the chancel, woman-
like, could not resist peeplng between
the hanging folds to ses who the
newcomer might be. She paled, gave
a little scream, and collapsed into
Tom Amery's arus.

Holding her thus, the bridegroom
saw through the gap in the curtains;
and nearly dropped his burden.

Dressed In smart new clothes, a
carnation in his buttonhole, Lilly-
white himeelf was stalking up the
alsle!

Tom Amery was shaking like a
birch leaf, his brow beaded with cold
dew, when Lillywhite pushed his
way into the constricted vestry and
bade a pleasant good-morning to all.

Tom glared fire,

“You promised
on your honor''—— he hiased fiorcely
under his breath,

The Vicar, perplexed, put down his

pen and faced the newcomer,
are you?' he demanded.

“My namg's Lillywhite, sir,” was
the reply. “I'm this lady’s"——

Tom Amery clapped a free hand
despairingly over the intruder’s
mouth, "Wretch! don't say it

Lillywhite stepped back a pace, and
went on

“I'm this lady's brother-In-law,” he
finished, casting a smile at Tom. *I
regret If I'm at all late for the cere-
mony, but I come with a certificate
of my late brother's death, In case
there should be any question, a false
report of his belng killed In a rall-
way accldent having obtained our-
rency, it seems. The poor fellow
died at my farm twelve months ago.”

When Winnie, with the ald of the
vestry water-bottle, had recovered,
the ceremony been gone through,
and the registers signed with QGarth

“Who

Lillywhite as principal witness, Tom -

Amery Invited him to return with
them to Clematis Cottage.

“Since you ask me, I'm not break-
ing my word!” grinned the Austral-
ian. “I must glve due return for
that money.”

1t was in the front parlor, fragrant
with Summer flowers, that he handed
a sealed envelope to each of the
happy pair, In Tom’s envelope were
the notes with which he had bribed
Garth, supplemented by others of
equal amount; Winnle's contained

paper to the value of 8600, her

brother-in-law's gift,

“With all good wishes,” sald Garth:

simply. “And when the honeymoon's

over, and you can descend to earthly = .’

concerns, there's the matter 1 came
home about to be settled. For Percy
made good while he stayed with me,
Winnle; he worked like a true man,
looking forward to a day that, alas,
never came for him! It's a proud
woman you'll be when you know
what he achieved for your sake."

!
1
N the first place Annle was superb
I as a housemaid-waitress. Glven
an excellent wife who golfs all
the morning and bridges all the
afternoon, a super-excellent house-
mald is essential to the smooth work-
icg of a household. Annle was as
quiet as a cat, as respectful as a
porter about to be tipped, as efficlent
as Lord Kitchener, and as smiling as
a Parllamentary c¢andldate. She
possessed some g=ixth sense. When-
ever I leant back proudly in my chalr
* thinking that not two men in Eng-
land could have done such a morn-
ing's work, or whenever' the char-
acters had got themselves In such a
fog that I had given up In despalr,
or whenever I had just decided that
there was not another plot left in the
universe, at that precise moment
would come Annie's qulet tap at the
door and the announcement of
lunch,

As I say, she had some gixth sense,
or else she spled on me from the
garden window. :

Delightful, too, it was to have
Annle walting .on me. She antici-
pated your wants as if you were a
helpless baby. 1 often glanced up at
Annie and thanked heaven for the
shortage of men In England. It
gave me hopes that she would never
marry, Still, I had my doubts, for
every Thursday she beamed on me
like a rising sun, andsI knew that
Wednesday was her night out, Per-
hays she beamed on me because I
was of the same sex as Him.

However, one morning I became

aware of a shadow over lunch, For
a moment I felt that there had been
some tragedy in the kitchen, yet the
cooking seemed perfect., And then
I realized that the gloom emanated
from Annfe. She looked like a lady
undertaker, or 4 woman Wwho has
Just realized that she is voteless.

I pushed away my book—books
are allowed at the lunches which
Annie supervises—and sald: "“"What's
the trouble, Annie?"

It is, I know, indecorous, improper,
and lowering to converse with ser-
vants, but after all It {8 human.

“Excuse me, sir, but it's John, sir.
He's missing. 1 went to meet him
last night as usual, sir, and I'm sure
that T wasn’t more than twenty min.
utes late by the kitchen clock, and
1 walted till half-past nine, but he
never came.,”

“Ah,” 1 sald, “no doubt he was
suddenly called upon to work over-
time at his business, and dare not
riek offending his employer. He'll
write to you, I expect, Annie, or ol.&u
you must ask your mistress for a
couple of hours off and run round
and see him."”

“But 1 don't know hils address,
slr. He always sald that his mother
was 8o jealous of all young women
that he daren't risk having them
hanging round—not that I was likely
to go where 1 wasn't wanted, sir.
He's got a dellcate chest, sir. That's
why he would never stay out very
late, and I'm so afraid it's turned
to pneumonia and he'll be gone witn-
out me knowing.” 1

“Don’t worry,” I said, consolingly.
“He'll turn up all right, else you'll
get a letter.”
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“Well, he never has written to me
yet, sir. He alwaya sald that it by
chance a letter went wrong and got
into his mother’s hands!”

“He's much too cautlous a young
man to worry about, Annile. Cheer
up and forget about him. Perhaps
he'll turn up next week.”

She brightened a little afterward,
and on the next Wednesday seemed
positively gay. However, on Thurs-
day the gloom had returned. 1 could
not ignore it.

“Dldn’'t you see him, Annie?” 1
asked.

*No, sir, and I feel quite sure that
something terrible's happened to
him. I'm golng to Madame Bertha's
as soon as I can get out, sir. It's
always a comfort, sir, to know what
they've died of.”

‘““Wiho is Madame Bertha?” 1 de
manded.

“She looks In a crystal ball, sir,
for a shilling, and tells you all about
things."

“Don't waste your money on any
such foolery,” 1 sald, peremptorily.

“No, sir, certalnly not, sir.”

“And, Annle,” I added, with a
humane desire to give comfort, "I
have no doubt that your mistress will
give you an advance at the end of
the month,”

The gloom continued for a day or®

two and then there came a sudden
gleam of brightness.

“I'm glad to see things ara all
right again, Annle,” 1 sald. “You've
met him again, I see.”

“Not exactly, sir, but'I've heard of
him, and that’s the next best thing.”

“0Oh, he's written. That's all
right.”
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“He's not precisely written, air,
but 1 know just what he's dolng. 1
went to Madame Bertha, sir.”

Annle paused, remembering that 1
had strictly forbldden resort to this
modern warlock.

For a moment 1 thought of re-
proving her for wasting her money
on frauds, but after all it was no
business of mine how she spent her
wWages. t

“And what did the wonderful
woman eay, Annle?” 1 asked, curl-
ously.

“She just looked In that crystal
ball of hers and she saw such
things! She sald there was money
coming to me shortly. You see, sir,
she knew 1 was to get a rise at the
end of the month,”

“Yes, yes,” 1 sald, with a twinge
of consclence, as 1 remembered that
1 had not as yel suggested to my wite
that she should advance Annle's
wages. 1 resolved that this predie-
tion at any rate should be verified.

“And she sald, sir, that John was
on the water, sir. She saw me dls.
tinetly meeting him at & steamer with
his arms full of treasure. It was
John right enough, sir, for she sald
he was wearing a pot hat, and that's
what John alwaye wears. He can't
ablde soft hats. Then she saw a
man in white standing by me, but
she couldn't say’ whether it was a
second husband or an ange! watch-
ing, or a dead relation, though; of
courge, sir, there's nothing to pre-
vent a dead relation being a watch-
ing angel, is there, air?”

I reflected that this depended a

good deal on the quality of the dead
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relatlon, and then asked, "Did John

ever talk to you about going to the
colonles?”

“No, sir, not exactly, He talked
mostly about Margate. But he's just
the sort that would be likely to get
on in such places. And Madame
Bertha only charged me a shilling,
sir, though she said It was usual for
ladies who got good news to give
her another shilling, 1 gave it her
and welcome she was to it.”

“Well, Annie, 1 should not go to
Madame Bertha again. You've got
your good news and pald for it
Don’t try and get any more, It
might be bad news next time, and
she may charge half a crown extra
tor bad news.”

“Cerlalnly not, sir,” sald Annfe,
and 1 have no doubt that for the
moment she meant It.

For weeks Annio seemed more
cheerful. 1 noticed now and then
that the large atlas in my study
had been moved out of its place, and
1 argued from this that Apnie had
been selecting a colony for John,

However, at last the blow fell. 1
noticed the first slgn when Annle
came and called me to lunch when
I wag In the midst of a thrilling
eplsode and writing fast. Then
when I got to lunch the plates were
cold and Annie actually dropped the
potatoes.

“Whatever’s the matter with you
to-day?" 1 inquired, a trifle irritably,

“I1t you please, sir, it's all come
true—every word that Madame Bar
tha said. It was my day out yes-
terday, sir, and I went up the river
to Hampton with my friend and har
young man, and a gentleman friend

of his that he'd brought for com-
pany. And as we were waliting for
people to come off the steamer, who
should come down the gangway but
John?" ]

“Carrying treasure?” 1 Inqulred,
intereatedly.

“In a way of speaking, sir. He
was carrying twins, and very fine
children and the image of him they
are. And his wife, a very plain-
looking woman, came afterward. 1
told her that she ought to be ashamed
of herself, and that no decent woman
would encourage her husband to
carry on as if he were slngle. Sho
carried on something shameful. She
Isn't at all what you would call a
lady, sir. So 1 told her that 1 pitled
John, and that 1 was sorry for those
funocent twins having such a bad-
tempered mother, and being afraid,
slr, that 1 shou}d lose my temper and
8ay something nasty 1 should be
sorry for, 1 came away.”

"What dld your young man—I1
mean, what did John say, Annle?”

“The children were making such a
row, sir, that he couldn't hear him-
selt apeak, and one of them knocked
his hat off and it fell in the river. 1
telt quite sorry for John, sir.”

1 did not share her benevolent gor-
Tow. 1 heartlly wished Johm had
fallen after his hat,

“Well, Annie, 1 sald, “you must
cheer up now. You know the worst.
Don't worry about that rascal.
Someone else s sure to turn up.”

. 1 expect it will be the man In white,
sir, that Madame Bertha talked
about, Though it can't be the gea-
tleman 1 was with last night, because
he’s in the plumbing business and

wears blue overalls,
particular,” 0F

“Well, keep your- eyes open fur
him and don't waste any more monay
on Madame Bertha. She might see
the man in white coming from a
steamer bearing treasure.”

Then a kindly providence took a
hund in the game. My wife detected
a false entry in the milkman's book,
In spite of his plea that the mistake
was caused by ov¥r-anxiety for a
large wife and a larger tamily, my
wife resolved on a change, and
bought our milk elsewhere,

A weeKk later 1 passed a ocouple
in the dusk outside, and 1 heard
the well-known voice of Annie =AY,
“Yes, ten 18 my time, but she nevep.
suys a word so long as it isn’t past
half-past, and she'll let it be eleven
if she knows I'm going to the theatre
with a gentleman friend.” Y

The next day Annie was refulgent
at lunch. #

“I beg your pardon, sir, but I
thought you'd like to know  thst
everything Madame Bertha sald has
come true, sir. It's the new milk-
man, sir. 1 never thought of it being
a milkman till this week, sir; but
you see, slr, he always wears a white
smock because hls employer thinks,
slr, that it makes the milk look
cleaner.”

And now Annie beams about the
house. I fear that the milkman is
prospering, 1 owse him no grudge,
but 1 trust that prosperity will creep
ou him very slowly if aurely, so that
We may keep Annle for years yet.
But when the lght of our kitchen
does leave us I am prepared to wager
that Madame Bertha gets the largest
slice of the wedding cake,

I asked him

The Lost Papers .

e et et e P o,
A DETECTIVE
TALE

of the HIlton Natlonal Bank,

and John Doecker, the famous
private detectlve, were sitling In the
former's private office.

“Then It Is your wish, Mr. Fussing,
that the whole matter be kept secret,
no matter what we find out, and that
it Is to be kept entirely out of the

MR. HENRY FUSSING, president

hands of the police?*
“Exactly,” Presldent Fussing re-
plled. “You must understand that I

do not wish It to become known that
it is posaible for Important papers to
disappear from my private office. 1t
would hurt the reputation of the
bank.”

‘1 promise you I wIll net with the
utmost diseretion,”

“I feel sure of that, Mr. Decker,
or I should never have spoken so
openly to you. But do vou think vou
will be able to recover the papers?"”

“Of course I can promise nothing
beforehand, but you may feel qulte
gure I wlill do everything within my

power to get them back.”
. » L] - L [ ] L]
President Fussing was anything but
pleased. More than a week had

passed since he had called tho detec-
tive, and still he h:}ﬂ nothing from
him, \

“If I do nol get some word from
him to-day,” he thought, “I will be-
gin to doubt If he Is really as smart
as he |s thought.,”

Just then there was a knock at the
door and a clerk entered.

“There is n man outslde who sayas
he must see you, but he refusecs to
glve hia name.”

“Send him In."

An old man, evidently a sallor,
Judging from his beard and weather.
beaten face, entered the president's
office, As soon ng he was Inslde he
threw himself Into a chalr, placed his

feet upon another and began to Ml
the alr with smoke f{rom an ob-
noxlous pipe. I

“You wished to see me,” FFussing

gald, obviously annoyved at the othor'y
free and enasy Imannars.

“Yes, 'that's why [ come,
talk to you
you've lost.”

“About some documents?”
repeated,

"“"Yes, hare they are.”

The skipper unbuttoned his great-
cont and handed some papers to the
astonished bank preslident, whose face
became mora and more annoyed as
he examined them,

"They are certninly the papers I
lost, but T must say I am greatly sur.
prised to get them brck in this man-.
ner, when Doecker had promised se-
crecy."”

I want to
about some documents

Fussing

“You should tell that to
himself,”

In a wink he took off the beard,
his furrowed face smoothened and
Doecker himself stood revealed to the
surprised president. i

“1 beg your pardon, Mr. Doecker,
I really did mnot recognize you In
that Jdisgulse,” the president laughed,

*“1 should llke to know how you dis-
covered the papers and how they dis-
appeared from my office. Who stole
them?"

“They were not stolen. And who
would care to steal papers of no values
except to the bank? 1 Immediately
saw that theft was out of the ques-
tion 8o 1 concentrated my efforts to
And out who had been in your office
that day and carried away the papers
by mistake.

“At halft past eleven that day you
recelved the papers and lald them on
your desk. During the next hour
three of your employes were In here,
but I left them out of consideration,
as none of them had probably bean
close enough to the desk to get the
papers by mistake.

“At half past twelve you locked
your door to take your usual nap—
that is to may, you wanted no one to
come In from the outside office be-
cause you expected a viait from a lady
who always enters through the door
over there."”

“But how the deuce did you find
that out?"

“Am I wrong, then?” —

“No, but"——

“Yes, how T find out things is ons

Doecker

of my secrsets which 1 never raveal,
but you may trust my discretlon. The
lady you expected came In a few min-

.utes early, and, as she Ils perhaps a

littlea more Inquisitive than the aver-
Aga woman, you qulckly turned the
papers on the desk fnce down.

“When I had got that far thought
my task was nearly finished, but dls-
covered I was following up a false
clue, and had to continue my inves-
tigation. Half an hour later, when
the door to the office had already
becn locked agaln, your wife came In.
She had been caughl In a shower and
& small parcel she was carrying had
Eol 850 wel that while you wera out
for & momenlt she wrapped It up in
what she thought to be a couple of
blank sheets of writing paper on your
desk. In reallly Lhese papers were
the missing documents and you had
to call me in to get-them back.

“And now the papers are once maore
on your desk, a little erumpled, hav-
ing been used ns wrapping paper.”

Why Scratch It Out?

Fanny, the little danughter of o»
clergyman, pranced Into her father't
ftudy one evening while the reverend
gentleman was preparing ‘a lengthy
sermon. She looked at the manuscript
for a moment, and then turned to her
father,

“Papa,” she began, seriously, “does
God tell you what to write?"

“Certalnly, dearle,” replled the
clergyman,

“Then why do you scratch so much
of it out?" asked Fanny ;
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Settling Her Future 7oy wim
g A PROBLEM.
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“W‘ HO Js that out on the front the firsy place and his mother i3 a aec-

porch with Mary?" belllg- ?:tdh“cguﬂin of Harry Thempson's

erently inquireq Sanddlnger
as he entered the family llving room.
"Why. I thought 1 heara Mary In-
troducing you when you came up,”
Mrs, Sanddinger sald
prise. “It's a new ¥oung man"'——
"Oh, T know he's new and hils
Is Biftkirk and he's got tuzz o:lrig
cheeka llke gn gosling!" Interrupted
Sanddinger with hostility, *T'q 1ike to

know what he's doing aroung here,
that's all!"

"Why, he I8 calling on Mary," pro-
tested Mrs. Sanddinger, “He's perfect-
ly nlce and there Ian't any reason why
ho shouldn't call. What makgs you
act o, Bamuel?"

"How do you krow he's nice?’ da-
manded her husband. *I tel) you, the
carelessncss of tho modern parent ls
something awfull Hers vou sit calmly
crochating and allowlng your daughter
to entertaln out on the froni porch
an uttarly strange youn, man'——

“My goodness, Barmru 11" sald his
wife, "He's not utterly atrangel
Harry Trompson introduced him In

In some sur-

“Harry Thompson!" breathed Sand-
dinger, dllating his nostrils and glar-
Ing at his wife as though he had de-
tected her In the act of polsoning the
family, “Who s Harry Thom son
that wyou should take hls word as
gospel law In conducting the affalrs
of this household? I've never lked
the way his eves are sat, anyhow, and
the way his father acted in that law
sult was enough to stamp the whole
Thompson famlly as"

“M hy, I'va heard you praising up
Harry many a time!" protested Mra,
Banddinger in surprise, “You always
sald he was such a nice boy when
he'd come over with messages {rom
his mother.”

“Well, that was
sald Sanddinger. “When he was a
mere child, You can't tell at all how
f boy ls golng to turn out when he's
thirteen and wears a floppy tio and
8 salnt-llke look. I've had my sus-
plclons of Harry Thompson ever since
he's been hanging around 80 much
tho last few years. 1 wouldn't trust
him  around black. Why, I
wouldn’t be surprised to -hear that
Harry Thompson had absconded with
all the bank’'s funds, lenving a trall

ten vyeara .ago,”

the

of weeping widows and or -
nind him! st

it at all”

1 don’t belleva he's above

“l1 certainly am surprised!”
Mra. Sanddinger, “Harry has always
been llke one of the tamilyl e has
perfect manners and s so Jolly and
he's not a bit sentimental over Mary!
They're just ‘good (friends who've
Erown up together!"

“Do you know how old Mary (g7°
demanded her mother. “Twently her
lnat birthday!"

“Twenty!" scoffud Sanddinger.
“That's a mere chlld! There are en-
tirely too many young men hanging

around here! I've been going to
apeak about that young Hinkle for
some time.

Ho always acts as though
he supposed | was glad to ge9 him—
glves me n handshake that a promoter
might use when planning to ateal
your eye leeth! 1 don't like hig style!
And this MIff-PIff-Bifkirk—I'm Eolng
right oul now and call Mary in! She
can send him home"

"Samuel,” aald Mrs, Sanddinger In
cool, clear tones, "you alt right where
you are! I've just declded what's the
matter with wvou! Most fathers are
that way. I know mine WARs. The
trouble with you is that you're jusg
plaln jealous!? That's It! You're Jeals
ous for fear Mary will like some of
them better than she does ¥ou! And
she willl—you can bank on that! 8o
you miglit as well awallow your medi.
cino groeefully and retire to a back

seat! They're nll perfectly fine fele
lows and you're simply Jaulous!
“I'm  not"

growled Sanddinger,

sinking back Into his chair, “The ldsa

Say, it's ferco havin
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